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Drunk Cuddles 


Author's Notes: 


This seemed like a fun prompt to write, so | did. | hope you all enjoy it 3 


"Slash ~" 


Duff stumbled into Slash's bedroom, a empty vodka bottle in his hand. Slash looked up from the book he was 


reading, warm and snug under his bed covers. 
"What do you want Duff?" He said dryly, placing his book on his nightstand. Duff swayed in the doorframe. 
"I want to cuddle." He slurred, dropping the bottle and making his way over to the bed. 


"No! Duff, you're drunk! Get out!" Slash flapped his hands at him, hoping he'd get the enormous, hard to miss, 
gigantic hint to leave. Duff instead flopped down heavily onto Slash's bed face first, giggling to himself about 


god knows what. 
Duff wormed his way under the covers with Slash, who squawked and tried to hit him the entire time. Duff 
shimmied right next Slash, wrapping his arms around him and burying his face into his neck. "Mmm... You smell 


like.. Butter." Duff murmured. 


Slash turned red. "No | don't. Shut up." He secretly hoped Duff would kelp talking though, his warm breath felt 


good on his neck. 
"You're too uptight Slash." Duff said, giggling again at nothing. "Loosen up!" 


"Get out of my room Duff." Slash intoned, hoping and praying he would stay and fall asleep wrapped around him. 
Duff yawned in response. 


"IIl leave if you hug me back Slash." Duff whispered, his eyes fluttering shut. 


Slash rolled his eyes and wrapped his arms around Duff, almost squealing with happiness. Duff was just so 


warm and soft. He was in heaven. 


"You're a pain in my fucking ass, | hope you know." Slash was only greeted by soft snoring. 


